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nOnFiCTiOn BY AdRienne kRATeR
“Hey, honey wake up.” I heard my mother coo from the doorway. I peeled my eyelids apart to see 
her outline floating towards my bed. “Something happened. Booka just called.” I looked back at her, 
panic slithering up my stomach. “Hmm?” I rasped. She knelt down onto the carpet, took my hand 
in her hand, and began to stroke my hair with the other one. 
 
Fallow shaded curls bounced around my soft, round face, framing my view of the world around me. 
My small hands flew out to steady myself as the golf cart careened down the path. I let out a cry of 
glee and simultaneously widened my eyes at my Grandma Joy in terror. Grandma Joy took the fruit 
of love and squeezed every bit of juice and pulp out of it, until there seemed to be only dry rinds 
left. Not only did she love humans with reckless abandon, but she loved animals with an equal fe-
rocity. Her curls were bouncing right along with mine, our bodies jiggling along with the stutter of 
the cart. She had a robin-egg-blue, worn blouse on. Her weathered ears were adorned with chunky 
amethyst earrings, and a thick fossil necklace with the feathery imprint of the fiddlehead shivered 
on her age-marked chest. We turned onto the grassy path leading into the field, on the way to her 
house. A bumbling fly buzzed past my ear and got caught up in my thick curls. While I reached up 
to free the creature, I looked at the field rolling by me and detangled the panicked little body from 
the knots of my windblown hair. The scene blurred together, and my seven-year-old mind imag-
ined the field as a sea of green and the golf cart as a boat on a daring attempt across the emerald sea. 
“Arghh!” I squealed as my Grandma Joy slammed the rusty brake pedal to the floor, sending me 
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